Round Robim #2
Foolscap 2008
is im,‘ Fo
I'm am emasew, I liwe om £ am cak desk im a smyall

apaidntiatatin Redinond, Washimgtom, You would tiimk teinmg am eraser
¢ would Be am eventful job, a job full of advemturs and, well

erasity,
Yourd the wromg, Beimg am erasex iin a moderm womld fis a dull
dull jobr,  Afterall who needs me since ewery’ household got a computer?

The: omly thdngs that get rewised anymore: goc into the: computier firom
the wery. stant..

"Oh, it maks: think gs so easy to rewise,™ paocple saye.
No- one: cares aboutt eraftsmam ship amy mores.
Ive beem sititting: omg om this desk bedng ignored forr tem

years, amd I'm getting crwmchy around the edges. Iguess I should
te grateful my slob dosem™t clem Her desk wenyy oftem

Buti neally, getting throwm i a wastebasket would be am improvem

ment, It would make: for a change of scemsry at least. .o

* *. *
Stormd-

>0 he¢l min a garb a< e can with an si.plecore chattering away in som

fruity lancuage. -he seems fo be » bit inzane . It scres me inmensely.What, s
this? THE Garbage man? No,.it,s some little boy who came to dump more gare
bage on mel I cannoy believe himl:I wany to go to the dump! How dare he

defy me with his not being the garbage mant

- * *:
Gene B,

Wait! The boy has seen me, he reaches past the crumpled paters and sticky
candy wrappers to pxull me back into the light,.

"I could use and eraser," the boy says. Then he placed me in his
pocket., I just want to say right now that a young boy's pocket is not exact-

ly the most pleasant of places. Pocket lint goes without saying, but there

was also a dust encrusted peppermint, a pencil stub, two marbles, a battery,
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two pebbles and a small frog.
The amphibian seemed as miserable as I felt. It wiggled around x%
in its damp way, gave me a sniff, and then squeaked, "Are you edible?"
* * * * *
Edible...is t is  hat ‘have been reduced to? Sure, I thought. Eat me.
The thick, sticky tongue of the irog extended out nd found me as un-pal-

etable as the world had found me. If a frog could windc; it would have,
Typical,

I my dismay, I shrugged, and was delig hted to realize that' the soft,
ping substance of ny body was responsive. I could move. I was alive, and
I could moves,

Taht meant trat I codd excape!

* *® * %*

K-rem G, Andersom
The little boy had begun ‘running, smd I found myself bouncing along in his
pocket, making plans for my escupe. I tried to edge away from the frog, while
staying: clear of the marbles. I heard a dark voice. "Follow me," it said,
"Wait til you hear the scream, then head for the light."™ Puzzled, I Pbeered
around the dark pocket. Suddenly, the pencil Jabbed, ripping a hole in the
pokket of the kid8s Jeans. I caught a glimpse of sidewalk and grass below.
EC

"Have you been outbh before?" the pencil asked..

"You mean;. outside the big - oak desk?"
"You havent' even been- off 1 desk?¥ You poor ‘sheltered thing, I should
have known by your soft,. pink flesh,, hardly rubbed .t*all. Stiiok close
to-me and I'11 show you the world, I spent a month in-the pocket of JFK.
You don't know who that is, of course, but he was exciting. One of his

secret Serwice guys found me on the ground in L afatyette Park. Um fortu-

ately,, he lost me right before meeting with the Presiden of France. I

Miss those glorious days.®

The pencil didn't show any sign: of shutting up,. and I longed for the
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Peace of the wide oak desk,. the familizr if pathetic clutter ofStarbucks

to go cups and May wrappers.. The pencil was mad; he called me soft and pink, .
but did he not see the darkened egies? My stiff,, leahtery hide? He wanted somm
ing: from me,. and’ I shuddered to think what this s tubby,. splintery old
writing stick might want.. Never- trust the writing utensils, they told m

%g 322323 pink pearl factory,.for they write lies which it is our duty

x * 3%
Ja-k F,
lhey ha -~ Wispered darker tr-ths,. as well; thestoriesnf the Great Erasure
whem all slates would be wiped clean and the world sﬁept'from lies, truth,
knowledge,. stories,, proofs, and all humam creations to ignorance. This «
would be our final purpose amd destiny: to make the world void,, if slightly

smudged.. Was this pencil to be the agent of my park éinm this:

* * *

w Now is the timefor all good men to cometo aid of their pa-ties, " the

pencil said,
What's that supposed to mean, I wondered., But not knowing the pencil's

intentions, nor his mental health, I hesitated to ask.
K. Marier
"Tabula" rasa," whisp red the pencil softly. Was he imagining it or was
thierc a touch of drea! in the soft voice. "“-ahe Broom cweeps Clean kata
from kung fu. The Great .wakening. .ingularity. The time when all that
is unnecessary is erased from existence."
"By whorm?" I ask:d. The pencil shuddered ever so slightly.
"No one really knows. Fost of us think it won't be the “umans as t ev
culdn't distineuish between thin s and r eali ty if their lives depended
on it. Thev like to think well of themselves. Certainly we a-e guilty of
hel inz them along in that endeavrr. Bu* when the stars align in 2012, e

shall see,”

“ hat bus that to do ~ith anythine,® I scofted. 11 this t .k of thin s
mystical had me rcachins for my coffee mug to stave off  head ache.
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"/ell the four sorcerers from the Fopul Vuh come to mind; but they only occur
in humsn stories so I don't gi ve them mvch credence. "

Trotefy ly, 11 I (K effy) know now is roughly what I knew b..ck then
which wos roughly nothing . Thusly ,. Isuggested that we d.nce.

Abd thusly, we did,

we d_anced for .11 the »ges, -ss though this was all the world was
created for,

SOMEWHAT PREDICTABLY, THE WORLD THEN 1MPLODED.

Traditiom:decreed’ that we them marry, lest our destruction be

illegitimate, EC*

th Cnly slowly did I regain consciousness.. What strange writing chemieals had th
the pencil givemn me, hoping to share his madness? I woke to-the smell

of burning wood. A maw, wizemed and smelling-of mail polish remover,, was bending

over- the smoking corpse of the: pencinl.. My savior, perhaps? The factoryh had
never told me of Humanity sawving my kind. they were our destructiom and our masters

» forever providing us with purpose, though that' purpose lad' us unto- death
But was this my only purpose possible? I had come far since the cluttemed ocak
dewsk. Bu t was my advefinturous fate to emd as the lying “pencil? He had been:

mad and a liar, but true to his nature--a teller of tales.

"WHyy have you done this?" I asked the man. I knew I®d receive no response

but I had & ask.
LA "I need the wood," he responded.
I'd never felt so small.. Surely this was the eraser savior, able to talk

to the office supplies.,

G.B.
"Have you anything that needs erasing?" I asked, feeling just a gliimer
of hope amidst the dread.

The man smiled a mildly enigmatic smile and blew sofly on the embers mi
which were all that remained of the mgm pencil.
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"If not, of course, that's fine with me," I continued.

The man continmdued to blow gently on the embers. After a moment he asked,
"Hasn't it bothered you that we're all still here, after the world has exploded?

I confess that I had worried about that.

"An eraser doesn't have much in the way of brains, I understand,”™ the man
said. "I don't meam that as an inusl#, mind you. It's simply a statemmm ment of
fact. You are composed of pink rubber and small quantities of an abrasive,
usually pumice. Not much room for a central nervous system at all,™

"But I have needs, feelings, aspirationsi" I protested.

"That's beéng a bit generous, don't you think?" the man asked. "You have
precisely one aspiration, whiwh is to erase. And even that has been imposed
upon you by your maker. It is possible that you have a soul, but it does not
appear to be much of one,"

"That may be so,”" I admitted, "but how much of a soul does it take to concoct
notions such as war, murder, or nusical theatee? I don't think humans have much
Jjustification to go feeling superior on that account."

The man shook his head. "There is no feeling of superiority. X Most
of man's aspirations are derivatives of a paltry few imposed upon us by our
own bidlogy. AEAHPLEALLF Our needs and aspirations may be more complicated than
yours, but complexity is hardly inherently superior to simpliskkitmy,"

"Then why bring it up?®

"Why not?" the man replied, "But now, my little friend, I must be going.
knf And so must you."

The man picked me up. I thought we was going to put me into a xmzkkry
pocket., Instead, be pulled a small metal case from a nearby backpack. When

he opened the case I saw several m penicils of varying lengths, two graphite
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sticks, zmoxs® a pencil sharpener, ans several erasers. White, black, and

even a lumpy grey eraser, All were coversd in smudges of graphite. All the
instruments in the case looked well-used. I could almost feel the love radiating
from them,

"And we have much work to do," the man said, as he closed the case around

me.



